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HHRHa Tom Price asked Laura Bel
nan to marry blm, be set lorth tc
par the following account ot bla for

j "In two things," be aald, "I am a
multimillionaire.In lore and hope. At
Ifar aa actual cash goes, I've nearlj
eeven hundred dollars. As for pros
>»et».a fairly efficient young archi¬
ed ought to be ablo to pick up a Ur¬
ine, eren In a small up-stato town
like this. All I ask la a chance. And
too* Iky or other, that chance Ii
found to come."
Perhaps a more mercenary glri

than Laura would have hesitated a

long time before Unking her life to a
nan-of auch meager prospects. Bui
L*ur» Balden waa anything but mer
senary.
So they ware marrlod.

^ They aet up light housekeeping In
a tiny house that Laura made verj
pretty and homelike. And Tom spentjslght houri a day (in his cheap little
jofflce with lta glaringly new sign)HMUjpwtoir) the big orders that wert
1o make him rich and famous.

Meantime, Laura went on with the
latudy fikmuslc which she bad taken
tup loot before her marriage. She hadW really unusual lyric soprano voice
(And Professor Sargent, ber teacher,

$|jmplueied a great career for her.
At last came Tom's longed-foi

"ehance." A small office building
waa going op at the corner of Tem
pi* and Maple streets. And, among
fifteen architects' bids for tha Job
rom Price's waa chosen.

1 He .waa radiant with delightI One morning as the Prices sat al
ue breakfast table, Laura Bald, rather

sgTou aren't the only member ot this
amlly who has 'chance,' Tom. Only
rou can take advantage of yours. And
I have to reject mine."
fflJOuit do you moan?" asked Tom,

looklng.np,curiously, from some notes
be' waa scribbling on the back of an

¦rvelope.^
TTTesterday, when I went to Protes¬

tor Sargent for my lesson," said
Laura, "he made me a splendid offer.
Ete wants me to go on a concert
our."
"Concert tour?" echoed Tom, frown-

Int. ^Nonsense!"
"Ijjwai afraid you'd say eo," she

Ighed. "I told him you wouldn't al¬
ow me to. He was ever so dlsap-
iQlated. He aald it was one oppor-
unlty In a thousand. You know Paul
jtgrand, the composer?"
"N- " mapped Tom, "and I don't

|*ant to. He has the name of mak¬
ing Jorejto. every woman under fifty
and over fifteen. I've no use for lady-
Fillers."
f "I mean," she corrected, "you know
&U work. You like his songs, too.
Professor Sargent haa given me doz-
ana of them to learn. He says they
Bt my voice better than any others
knd that 1 sing them better than any
Mher soprano."
I'"Ton sing everything better then
anyone else can, Uttle girl," put InEm. '!And."
l_,"And; jieeterday," continued Laura,
|*lir. Legrand happened to be at the
Sargent studio when I was taking my

ir Plngars Closed Convulsively
About It.

m. Professor Sargent made me
aeveral of his songs.. And Mr.

¦and. went wild over the way I

ie called Professor Sargent
iit.on Laura, "and they whls-
ither for a long time. Then
Sargent came back to me

to finance a concert tour to push the
sale of his own songs and that he has
been looking everywhere for the right
soprano to sing them. Ae soon as
he heard me, he decided no one can
do justice to the songs as I can. And
he wants me to make the tour. He's
to play the accompaniments himself.
The tour starts in two months. Oh,
Tom," she finished, in cmldlike ap
peal, "can't I go? I want to, so much!"
Tom Price came around to his wife's

side by the table. She had risen. He
put his arms tenderly around her,
as he made answer:
"Sweetheart, I feel like a brute, to

refuse you anything in the world. And
if it were really for your happiness,
I wouldn't stand in your way for one
moment. But it isn't, dear. The truly
happy woman is the woman with a
home and a husband of her own. Not
the woman who must knock around
the country on stufTy trains and sleep
in cheap hotels, picking up a living
as n singer or on nctres9."
"Just as you say, Tom," she agreed,

meekly.
He kissed hor good-by and hurried

off for his morning inspection of the
new building.
Laura looked from the window,

watching until he waa out of eight
Then she turned back to her house¬
hold duties. She carried n heavy heart
all morning, as she realized the hope
she must throw away.
She carried a far heavier heart,

during the weeka that followed. For,
at noon, Tom Price was brought home
to her on a stretcher.senseless, in?
ert, terribly injured. The ambulance
surgeon, who escorted the stricken
man, told Laura the story of the ac¬
cident.
Tom had been standing on an upper

floor framework, watching the unload*
ing of an elevatorful of brick and mor¬
tar when the elevator ropo broke.
A workman who waa still in the

elevator had leaped for the scaffold¬
ing, to save himself from a fall. Tom
had sprung forward to catch him. The
workman's convulsively outflung hands
had dragged Tom from his precarious
balance at the edge of the elevator
shaft. Together, the two men had
fallen to the ground floor.
Both had been picked up uncon¬

scious. Tom had recovered his senses
long enough to whisper a demand that
he be taken home Instead of to the
hospital.
The surgeon reported that Price's

right leg had doubled under him in
the fall, suBtaining & compound frac¬
ture In two places. Also that he was
a mass of contusions and abrasions
and might perhaps be injured Intern¬
ally, as well.
Laura installed herself as assistant

to the two trained nurses the family
doctor brought Specialists were
called in to determine the extent of
the Internal hurts. And the dreary
routine of sickroom life began.
The little nest egg in the savings

bank melted aB if It had been a enow-
ball on a hot stov*
Two months h passed since the

accident Tom, i iy dressed at last
(but with his bandaged leg stuck
straight before him on a bench and
his crutches at his side), sat in the
little living room of the flat. It was
his first day outside his own room.
And he glanced about him in per
plexlty.

"This room seems, somehow,
changed, since I was out here before,"
he said to Laura. "It's different and
.and barer."
She hesitated an Instant, then said

very quietly:
"It's the absence of my piano that

makes the room look queer."
"Your piano?" he repeated, "That'i

so. Where is It?"
"I Bold It Last week." ..

"Sold It? Are you joking?" '*

"It Isn't much of n joke," she replied,
"at least, not to me."

"But why did you do such a
thing?" he demanded. "Why did you
sell It? You were so fond of it. And
you needed it bo. In your practicing."
"There won't be any more practio

lng, just now," sho told him, "I have
stopped my music lesaons."
"But I don't understand," he stam

mered. "They meant ao much to you.
They and your piano."

"Dear," Bhe said, softly, "thej
meant nothing to me.nothing at all-
compared to your precioua aelf. Out
money ran out You had to have the
right food, the right mediclnea, th«
right nuraing. There waa only on«
thing left to do. So I gave up my ex-
pensive music lessons. And I sold
my expensive piano. When the piano
money 1b gone I will try to figure out
some new way to meet expenses until
you are strong enough to work again."
A mist of tears aroie In the eyes of

the illness-weakwied man.
"You sacrificed your beloved piano

for me!" he muttered, brokenly, "Oh,
darling, how can 1 ever make up to
fou for that?"
"By not thinking about it any long-

er," was her cheery reply, "end by
retting well again as soon as you can.
The doctor says you will be able to
walk In enother month or two. Isn't
that splendid?"

"In a month or two," he supplement¬
ed, "1 shall hare to go limping around
in search of work. For, Doctor
Sprague tells me, the Stuytoff Con
structlon company went, last week,
Into the hands of a recelrer, and the
Lord alone knows when 111 get any
money on what they owe me for de¬
signing that miserable building for
tliem."
A ring at the doorbell interrupted

her. She answered the summons, ad-
mittlng two men.
Tom recognized the older of the

two visitors as Professor Sargent, his
wife's singing teacher. The younger
was a strikingly handsome man,
scarcely thirty years old; and with a
graceful, self-assured manner which
jarred on Price.
Laura welcomed the newcomers

cordially. Professor Sargent was
warmly sympathetic in his greeting
of the invalid. Laura introduced the
stranger to Tom, as "Mr. Paul Lo
grand."
Professor Sargent camo at once to

the object of the visit.
"Mrs. Price," he began, "this is prob-

ably no sort of time to come here
talking business. But Legrand badg¬
ered me until I consented to. His
tour starts in a week. He still de¬
clares that no soprano but yourself
can do justice to those songs of his.
And he seems to think I have enough
influence over you to make you change
your mind. He also authorizes mo
to add twenty-flve per cent to the
terms he ofTered you, before, and to
promise you, as a bonus, a percentage
on the receipts."

"I'm afraid it's no use, professor,"j said Laura, her sweet voice vibrant
j with a regret that did not escape Tom.' "My husband does not."

"Mr. Price!" broke in Legrand, Im¬
pulsively, "perhaps you don't realize

"I Did It, I Air

most popular music composers in
'America. The concert tour is to ex¬
ploit my songs; sung as I intended
them to be sung. I, myself, shall be
at the piano. That, by itself, insures
the success of the tour. I am offer¬
ing your wife an opportunity for
which many lyric sopranos of estab¬
lished reputation would bo humbly
grateful. I am conferring a high honor
on your wife by asking."
"The highest honor a man can con¬

fer on another man's wife," interposed
Tom, "Is to let her alone. At least,
that is the way I regard such things.
I may be hbpelessly old-fashioned.
But."
"You are," Legrand assured him,

quite untouched by the snub, "and, let
me tell you, If she sings In these con¬
certs of mine and if she scores a
success in them, her fortune Is made.
She will be besieged by offers from
managers. She."
"That Is true, Mr. Price," said Pro¬

fessor Sargent, "it Is stated rather
less modeBtly than you may care to
hear it But it is entirely true. Mrs.
Price will aot only receive far higher
terms for the tour than ever I have
known an untried singer to get, but
she will also have a chance to make
a name for herself. A name that she
can coin into money. "With a voice
like hers.*"
"She has already made a name for

herself, sir," retorted Tom, "she made
it at the altar. The name of 'Price.'
Not an exalted name, perhaps. But
I believe and hope she is quite con¬
tent with it She needs no other."
"You misunderstand me," answered

Sargent, "I meant to say."
But Legrand cut him short, by in¬

terrupting:
"Look here, Mr. Pries, let's speak

plainly. I've made inquiries about
you. I learn that you're flat broke,
that you've got nothing laid by.in
short that you're up against it, and
with no hope of going out to make a
living for some months to come. I."
"That Is my afTalr!" snapped Tom.
"It isn't," contradicted Legrand,

"It's your wife's. It's she who suffers
by it, a long shot worse than you.

ill tniB iniug oiff-ttaiiionea taifc aootit
i wife's place being In the home may
be correct enough, as long as her hus-
band has a fairly comfortable kome
to gite her. But you can't give her
anything, ffargent says-fbe haa even
bad to sell her piano to keep you from
starving. If you were a musician
you'd understand what that means to
her. It'» like giving up her right
hand. You can't give her anything.
Shell starve to death with you. Yet
you refuse her a chance to make a
living and a reputation."
"You are mistaken," said Tom, cold-

ly, "I am giving her a chance to keep
her reputation. As for my not being
able to provide for her, that is no con-
cern of yours."
"Tom!" protested Laura, troubled

at her husband'B rudeness to their
guest.

Price's eye met hers. He saw, in
her face, the sharp disappointment
involved by his refusal. He recallod
all she had done for him.all she had
suffered and sacrificed on his account
.all that this "chance" meant to her.
"How long is the tour?" he asked,

hesitatingly.
"Ten weeks," replied Legrand.

with sudden eagerness. "We open
next Monday night in Galveston. We
close in New York Just ten weeks
later."
"Tom!" cried Laura, Joyous mere-

dullty bringing a flush to her cheeks
and a new light to her eyos, as she
read Prico's expression. "Tom! Do you
mean you are really going to let me
go?"
Tom nodded. In silent .wretchedness.
"Good for you, old man!" applauded

Sargent.
Threo days later Laura Price set

forth from home to Join the Legrand
Concert company at Galveston.
Tom could hobble painfully around

the flat by this time. The funds from
the piano's sale would provide for
him, for the present, and for the
wages of an elderly woman who had
been hired to keep house for him in
his wife's absenco.
Before the ready money should be

gone the family exchequer would be

i Ready to Payl"
re-enforced by such sums as Laura
could forward to him from her salary.
Laura was Jubilant. Her life-dream

had at last come true.
"It's for Tom! It's all for him! It

will be his success as well as mine."
As for Tom, once having mado up

his mind, he said not a word to indi¬
cate the heartbreak that was his.

. ......

From the outset the concert tour
scored a genuine success. And the
success piled up as the tour con¬
tinued and as its fame preceded it
from city to city.
The bulk of the honors went to the

hitherto unknown young lyric soprano,
Laura Price.
Before the tour was half ended, she

was overwhelmed by offers from man'
agers and agents. Her name and fame
and fortune were made.
Owing to hor personal success the

tour's receipts swelled beyond Le
grand's most airy hopes. Laura'i
percentage of the profits assumed a
size that dwarfed the memory of all
the money she and Tom had ever
possessed.
Throughout she did not let victory

go to her brain or make her other
than the charmingly girlish and aim
pie woman she had always been. Her
dally home letters to Tom were full
of innocently vain accounts of hei
trlumphB, but they were also full oi
the almost maternal love she bore the
invalid, and of her longing to be with
him once more.
One clot# alone.apart from ab

sence from. Tom.marred the sun¬
shine of the trip. From the outset
Legrand had assumed toward her an
air of half-protective tenderness, that
was so subtle as to render It dif¬
ficult to prevent and still more diffi¬
cult to resent
Legrand's manner toward her was

wholly deferential, but it was propri¬
etory, too. .Laura felt that the other
singers and the manager must certain¬
ly draw erroneous conclusions from
It. Yet she could do or say nothing
to deter her admirer.
Legrand was a shrewd student of

womankind, and a pastmaster In the
art of love-making.

Ha Ml roth in c.ho am iaothl»g-that:could r:n her came for anger
or for reproof. Tet always he voti
about her a subtle web of attentions
that was dally becoming stronger and
less hit to escape from.
Vaguely she telt this. But she could

do nothing until some overt word ot
deed should bring the nan within
reach of her scorn.
As for writing a word of all this to

Tom she was far too sensible to do
such a fatal thing. She knew bli
Jealousy and thst a mere hint iu
enough to fan It into murderous flume.
So sorely puzzled as to what she
ought to do, aha kept her own counsel
i.and waited.

"It's that chuckle-headed husband
of hers who keeps us apart," Legrand
once told his chum, the manager. "II
I could get him to give her up she'd
marry me In a minute. I know sh<
.would. I don't believe she loves him."
The tour was nearlng an end. On

the morning after the flrst conceit In
Boston, Legrand sent for Laura and
the contralto to come to his suite ol
rooms In the hotel at which the com
pany was staying. He wished, be said,
to go over new songs with each ol
them.
"Did you see the papers?" he asked

them as they came Into his slttint
room. "They've given us the best
notices we've had yet At this rati
wo'll carry New York by storm. Al
usual, Mrs. Price, the critics are crazy
over your singing. And by the way
would you care to glance over these
press notices for the New York en
gagement while Mrs. McDonald and 1
run over this encore eong of hers?''

In remarkably short time the con
tralto had sung the encore song to the
composer-accompanist's satisfaction,
Pleading a shopping appointment she
went out, leaving Legrand and Laura
.together.
As soon as the contralto had gone

Legrand arranged a sheet ot manu¬
script music on the piano.

"It's a florid, melodramatic thing.''
ho told her. "I call it the 'Dagget
Song.' I picked up a queer old dirk
at a curio shop the other day. And II
suddenly occurred to me that, though
there are dozens of 'Sword Songs,' no
one ever -wrote a 'Dagger Song.' So
I wrote this. Here," picking up an
antique knife from the table, "is the
dagger that Inspired It."
He handed her the weapon. She

looked ehudderlngly at its rusty blade.
''I like to think those dark stains

on the hilt are of blood!" he said.
"Ugh!" she shivered, dropping the

dagger on the piano top and rubbing
her Angers with her handkerchief.
She tossed the handkerchief down

on the piano, and bent over to road
the music, as Legrand began to play
the prelude.
After a time she departed to her

own rooms, taking tbo song with her.
She had not been gone two minutes
when the outer door of Legrand's
sitting room was (lung violently open.
Tom Price stood on the threshold.
"Where Is my wife?" he demanded,

without other form of greeting, hl»
angry eyos searching the sitting room.
"At the office desk they said she
wasn't in her rooms. I met your man¬
ager in the lobby. He told mo I would
probably And her In your suite."
"She lust stepped out;" answered

Legrand, a sudden Idea flashing Into
his mind. "But If you care to wait,
she'll be back again In a few min¬
utes."
"You seem pretty sure of It," said

Tom, pugnaciously.
"Why shouldn't I be?" was the care¬

less rejoinder, "I ought to be by thla
time."
A false note In the elaborate care¬

lessness caught Tom's attention,
though he only in part translated it.

"I don't believe you," he declared,
"I don't believe my wife comes to
your suite at all. I believe you're ly¬
ing. I."
"When I talk to a drunkard or a

crazy man," scoffed Legrand, "I don't
resent things he says. But, If you
want my proof," his insolent gaze
roved over the room, "that's a handker¬
chief of hers lying on the piano yon¬
der."
Tom swooped down upon the hand¬

kerchief, shaking It out and holding It
to the light In one corner It bora
I.aura's familiar monogram. The hus¬
band let It flutter to the floor. His
head sank on his breast All at onca
the youth and hope and energy
seemed to be stricken from him.
"What are yon doing here anyway?"

asked Legrand, well pleased with the
Impression he had created. "She told
me you were itlll too lame to walk."
"The doctor told me my leg was

sound again three days ago," said
Tom, "I didn't write her about It. 1
ran on here Instead to surprise her.
She."
"Ml surprise her," Assented 'Le¬

grand with a sneering grin, "though
maybe not quite Is the way you were
fool enough to hope. She counted on
your being tied by the leg In youi
own little rube town for another two
weeks at the very least She said she
was counting on that much more vaca¬
tion anyhow."
"She did not say that," said Tom

lifting his head and staring dazedly
at his tormentor. "You He."

"I told yon I pay no attention to
lunatlca' ravings," returned Legrand.
"But now you're here there Is some¬
thing I do wsst to say to you, If you
have sense enough to understand me."

"I want to hear nothing from you.
I.''
"But you'll have to hear It Just the

same," resumed Legrand. "It con¬
cerns your wife. I love her. She
loves me. We want to marry. You
stand In our way. In the way of her
happiness. Have you manhood enough
to Bet hor free 10 she can ba happy ?"-

Tom t*ped dally at him. scarce com¬

prehending. Lepand. raising his vole©
a little, as though addressing a deaf
man, continued Impatiently:
"Will you set her free? Or are you

cur enough to go on for life, living on
her earnings? We are willing to pen-
slon you If you Insist on such blacks
mail. But."
He got no further. With a word¬

less yell of fury Tom Price leaped for¬
ward. His left flst caught Lerrand
squarely on the point of the Jaw.
Tho composer crashed to the floor

like a felled ox. and lay quivering and
senseless at Price's feet.
With sesreely a glance at his foe,

Tom strode from tho suite. Along the
corridor he reeled, his brain afire.

"I Have Stopped My Music Lessons."

Around a corner he went blindly,
aimlessly, then around another. Pres¬
ently he found hlmsol* t a stair-head.
Without waiting for e elevator, he
lurched down the two flights of stairs
to tho lobby. There he sank into a
chair and tried to think clearly.

It was a long timo beforo his brain
could be forced into normal reason-
Ing.
None of Price's memories of Laura

bore out Legrand's vile hiuts. She
loved her husband. She had solemnly
promised to bo true. Sho would not
break her pledged word. For some
purpose of his own, Legrand bad tried
to blacken ber In Tom's eyes.
"That man needs a good deal worse

thrashing than I gavo him," muttered
Price at last, getting to his foot. "And
I'm going back to give it to him. I'll
hammer him Into confessing the truth
about Laura, even If I go to Jail for
It"
He retraced his steps toward Le¬

grand's third-floor suite.
The composer in tho moantlmo had

gradually recovered from tho knock¬
out blow.
A tap at the door aroused him, and

cleared his muddled brain. For he
recognized Laura's voice, calling for
admittance.
"Come In," he answered.
"Where Is he?" queried Laura,

eagerly looking about her.
"Where Is.who?" he evaded.
"Where is Tom? I met the man¬

ager in the hall just now. He sayi
Tom Is here and that he came to your
suite to find me."
Without answering Legrand caught

ber In his arms, and held her thers
despite her struggles.
Her outflung hand fell by chanct

upon the hilt of the^ dagger that lay
on the piano. Her fingers closed con<
vulslvely about It

Scarcely realizing what she did, and
thinking only to fend off the hate
ful face thnt pressed so fiercely to«
ward her own, the frantic woman
struck out wildly at the Yuan who had
seized her.
Legrand's grip relaxed. He gave s

coughing gasp, then collapsed in a life
less heap at her feet
Laura still holding the dagger

whose keen edge had severed Le
grand's carotid artery looked down
blankly at the dying man. Seeing
the blood on the blade she shrieked.
again and again, until the whole cor
rldor re-echoed with her cries.
Tom Price, nearing the suite door,

was first of fifty running people to
reach the spot As he entered the
;room Laura dropped the dagger and
ran toward him with arms out
stretched. J
"TomJf' she walled hysterically

"Oh, Tom! I have come back to you
at last You were right when you
said this was no life for me. Take
me home!"
"Here!" rasped the house detective,

rushing Into the room at the head of
a dozen guests and servants, "what'a
the trouble?"
He caught sight of Legrand and of

the dagger at his side.
"Who did this?" he demanded;

whirling about to face Tom. "Was It
you?"

"Ye«," answered Tom evenly, '1
did It I'm ready to pay. It iu
worth."
"He did not!" .creamed Laura, "It

waa I! I killed him,"
"Come alone, both of you," ordered

the home detective, pulling handcuffs
from his pocket "It's up to the court
to decide irhlch of you Is going to the
chair. All I're got to do la to turn
you orer to the oops. Coos alone'."

(HOT) OF NINTH STOBY.) J

his letters and epistle* (II Cor. 4:T41l
11:28; 12:20). From Corinth he joori

(Br K. O. SELLERS, Actios I
.he Sunday School Course of 1
Bible In»Ututo. Chicago.)

(Copjrrlrht. ltlS. W*sUrt» Nr

LESSON FOR AUGU^gB
JOURNEYINQ TO JERUSALIH.

lesson- TKxr-Aot. m.it-m.
OOLDEN TEXT.1 command r» I

and to th« word of hit it*cp..Acta
After hfs experience In Ephesus|

went to Corinth. where, amldii^!
alckness and affliction, he
the churches, corrected their
conduct and probably wrote

*asi;
neyed by way of PhllUpl to Troal
where he preached his famous long
sermon (v. 5-12), that sermon which
had such a tragic result It Is recorded
as a witness to the power of the pra*
er of faith and Paul's readiness tc
serve in time of need. In his hastf' t«
reach Jerusalem before the DayfoJ;-
Pentecost (A. D. 58) Panl did not £»turn to Ephesus, but. In order to WW&
[time, ho had the elders of that churcis
meet him at Miletus (8ee
rasp).

1. A Great Review (w, 17-28), PanPfJstatesmanship and genius for or(i£jyijration Is nowhere more clearly _'Jforth than here. He hnd plans for*^
great evangelistic campaign of Latl^Slands, (Ch. 10:21), Before purttifnfjihis plan he decided to visit Jerusalem
carrying with him the collection^
,which had been systematically %ti|Se3^up In the various churches on thllf
tour (Rom. 15:20; I Cor. 10:1-5; Actly
24:17) and he was accompanied by^ijKconsiderable number of pilgrims, (8e#
r, 4.) It Is a good thing to pause occa» *

slonally and to take stock, to revie^
our lives and to see what progress swi&have made. This Paul did, and toftlifyjKpheslan delegation he enumerates (1
his character among them (vr, 1849')^ jThey knew his manner of life, 9nj|that, as a bond servant, and 'VtthTatil
lowliness of mind," he had »erve4
their church. They also knew tfiatfwith tears he had wept over their harfl?
and Impenitent hearts (v. 81) and
of this amidst many testings; (2)ilfttJmethod of work (v. 20). Paul not
only worked at his trade of teatmak'
Ing, but found time for the public
proclamation of the gospel andajiiifohouse to house visitation.
after men, not notoriety. He waa.'al'V
ways and ever at It, amidst trials, self
denial and tlie "lying in wait," (Am. It
V.) of men; (3) Ills methods (r.t21),
He hud the same message for Jow and
Gentile, "repentanec toward God
faith townrd our Lord Jesus Chrl
Repentance Is not for Jews nlone.Paujshrank not from declaring all tliAt;r~ *

profltable for their encouragement,
proof, warning, help, training In .
Ice and hard study. Ho hnd taa
them publicly In classes, and had *
Ited them from house to house and fi
Invited them to his ^wn home. Patll'f:
aim, as Is the teacher's aim, ins M
make all people patriotic cltliens ol.jthe kingdom of heaven while on earth,
that they might light the good light oil;
faith against all evils, even the prim
clpallties and powers of evil.

It was a great undertaking, and tiij|knew nof what might befall him, trbf
'he did know that bonds and affliction
awaited him; however, none of tbes<
things could move him from his pur
pose.

_

He "counted not his life as dear \
| jhimself If so be ho might hoi® onl
until the end and accomplish
course and ministry. This epoch-t
Ing journey, one of the greatest Injttgltory, suggests In many points oui
Savior's last Journey towards that
same city (Lnke 9:51). Like his ms»V
Iter, Paul knew that ahead of him «
itrlals, but he also knew that God i

'.leading him In obedience to the Bp
it's guidance, though It was over[th».protests of his friends.

II. A Grest Charge (vr. 28-38). Ittl
a great experience when one du de¬
clare himself pure from the blood of
lall men (v. 20), and that heflSiH
shrunk from declaring the whole
sel of God. Such conduct alw
brings an obligation upon thoseJw
know and hear such men, viz., tl
It should be emulated. These eld
were to return to the church at 1
sus, not to be servants of theniseivi
but to feed the church of God (r. 2"
I'aul knew, as a prophet, whatijPbe In store for them (w. 29-80). Tj
fore he exhorts them to watch. Si
warns them bow by his own hands he
;had supported himself and had lived a
righteous life among them (t. M)1|h

i We have here rescued from oblivion
[a new saying of our Lord Jesus
Christ, "It Is more blessed to (lva than
to receive," one not found In the gos-

I peta.
It Is this giving which produces a

higher quality of happiness and a more
nohle character.

It Is the blessedness of Ohrtst, of :
heaven, and of the Christian

It Is also the blessedness that;'I'dures.
Paul then poured forth his prayer

on their behklf (w. 86-89).
Blessed Is the Sunday-school dan

and the church which has such a
teacher and such a leader.
These friends sensed the significance

of this final separation from Panl (v.
88). and their greater sorrow aeemc"
to be to miss his personality than
lose the help of his teaching.
No teacher's Influence exceeds

character.

Discovery of Amsrfea.
Tea, then la excellent proof of I

fact that the Northmen,
Ericson, discovered and
the North American contlni
the year 1000.five eentorl
the voyages of Columbia and
bota. Tou may b« sure of
yond a reasonable donbt,"


